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1 
PRINTERS. 


HE elevation of ſentiment and expreſſion, 
the bold and animated deſcription, the 
magnanimous bravery, the humane, tender, 
and generous ſentiments, found in the poems 
of Oss1ax, aſtoniſhed the public, and delight- 
cd many. But, as the opinions of mankind 
are rarely unanimous on any ſubject, the very 
cxcellence obſerved in them made ſome gen- 
tlemen doubt, not only of their antiquity, but 
even imagine that they were not tranſlated 
from the Galic language at all; as if it were 
ſo eaſy a matter to ſeize ſo ſtrong an idea of 
manners that have diſappeared for ages ; 
while ſo few pictures of the life, continually 
before us, are found of equal ſtrength and 
ſublimity. It would be unreaſonable to ex- 
pect that copiouſneſs of language which de- 
pends on the advancement of arts and ſcien- 
ces, or that their images ſhould be drawn 
from objects with which they were altogether 
unacquainted, We ought rather to admire 
that they have been able to adorn their poems 
ſo nobly with that grand and wild nature with 
which they were familiar. In Oss TAN, all is 
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flature and genius. The light of the ſong,” 
in his own language, was his only learning ; 
to foreign arts and literature a ſtranger. 

The want of variety is indeed a defect 
which may diſpleaſe and pall the unreaſon- 
able, who ſeek that perfection which is rarely 
or never found; but the ſublime pleaſes and 
ſtrikes, at every review. On this account, the 
Printers reccived with great pleaſure, the fol- 
lowing Poems, incloſed in a letter that gives 
them ground to hope for more: the words of 
which are as follow. 

The incloſed is a tranſlation of two Galic 

Poems. If you think theſe worth publiſh- 
ing, many more might be got, and perhaps 
© of far greater merit.” | 

We hereby invite the Gentleman to per- 
form his promiſe; and we ſhall not only pu- 
bliſh them, but do what may be * to en- 
courage the Tranſlator. 
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84 are my thoughts while a- 
lone; thy memory beams on 
my ſoul, Calmar, chief of heroes! 
Thou waſt the delight of thy 
friends in peace, the terror of thy 
foes in war. My ſon ruſhed to 
battle, and the foes ſunk under his 
ſounding ſteel. He returned in his 
1e10wn, and the heart of the aged 
rejoiced, and bleſſed the mighty 
in battle.—But now my hero is 
no mcre, and my joy 1s for ever 
goae; grief dwells in the houſe 
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of thy father, O Calmar, for thy 
preſence brightened his ſoul; thou 
waſt a ſun that ſhone in his halls, 
till Fuardo came, like the gloomy 
ſtorm that covers the ſun of the 
morning, andintercepts the chear- 
ful light from mortal men. He 
came, and darkneſs dwells in Ard- 
dlia. And who now is my de- 
light but Artho; Artho alone re- 
mains of my race. Thou too, my 
ſon, art brave, but thy arm of 
youth may fail; thy father can- 


not wield the ſpear, to defend thee 


in the firſt of thy battles. Once 
could Ardar lift the ſpear in battle; 
but now the burden of age trem- 
bles on my feeble arm. O that I 
could ſee thee return in thy re- 


nown, then ſhould my heart re- 


joice. 
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But who comes, in the beauty 
of youth, with his fair locks wav- 
ing in the breeze, and ſtately as 
the oak of the mountain? he is of 
the race of Arman, from the battle 
he comes. wo 

Hail, thou beam of youth ; 
whence are thy wandering ſteps ? 


art thou from the battle of he- 


roes? Say, does Artho live, does 
he return to his gray-haired fa- 
ther, bright in his glittering ſteel? 
— But why ſhould I aſk? thy 


mournful looks tell he is low. 
Artho is then no more. Soon didſt 


thou leave me, Artho.— Shall I ſee 
thee no more, my ſon! — Calmar 
too is departed.---Alone I am left, 


Las a blaſted oak upon Malmor, 


I linger out the ſhort dark even- 
ing of my lite, without a ſon to 
A 2 
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chear my ſoul.---Few ſhall be my 


days; ſoon ſhall I ſee you, my 


children.---The voice of ghoſts is 
heard in the breeze; it warns me 


of my departure. --- Few ſhall be 


my days on Ardlia. 

But ſay, ſon of youth, how fell 
my hero, was his arm ſtrong in 
battle, did he fall in renown? 

« Without the fame of deeds 


of might he did not fall. As the 


burſting thunder of heaven lays 
low a thouſand ſtately oaks, and 
ſhrinks back into his cloud again, 


--ſo fought, ſo fell the hero. Ma- 
ny were the deaths of thy ſword, 


Artho, ere thou didſt fall ;---as the 
flaſhing fire of night ruſhes thro' 
an hundred groves, ſuch was the 
lightning of thy ſteel, amidit thy 
falling foes, Artho of the noble. 
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deeds. The foes were troubled be- 
fore the chief; they fled, they fell. 
Death from Artho's ſteel cruſhed 
them in their fall, as when a rock. 
ſwift-rolling from the top of Mal- 
mor, cruſhes the trees in its way, 
as it rolls along; till at length it 
ſinks in the lake below. — Such 
were thy deeds, ſon of fame. — 
But the arrow of death came in 
the blaſt, and the people are ſad, 
for mighty was he that 1s low.” 

Pleaſant to me is thy tale, ſon 
of Arman; it is as the beams of 
} the ſun that diſpel the dark clouds 
of night. Thou haſt fought like 
thy fathers in their battles of 
youth, Artho, thy name ſhall be 
in the ſong, and bards unborn 
ſhall praiſe thy deeds. The vali- 
ant often fall, but always they fall 
A 3 
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with fame. But the feeble die, 
and are remembered no more ; 
their friends are beheld with diſ- 
dain, they are aſhamed to appear 
In the preſence of mighty men. 
But, ſon of Arman, why that 
ſigh, why theſe wandering looks? 
_--Haſt thou loſt a brother of love, 
or is thy ſoul troubled for thy fair 
ſpouſe of youth, who perhaps is 
longing for thy return, --or what 
elſe grieves thy ſoul? 

Nor have I loſt a brother of 
love, nor have I a ſpouſe that 
longs for my return: my ſighs 
are for the fair of Carnmor,---for 
her my wandering looks. My 
thoughts are of her in the day,— 
of her are my dreams in the 
night.---But her ſoul is full of Ar- 
tho; ſhe ſaw the youth move to 
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battle, and her heart was trou- 
bled; ſhe came to that hill, and 
followed him with her looks; u- 
pon that high rock ſhe ſat, wait- 
ing for his return. I am come to 
meet her, who is the light of my 
2 ſoul, but find her not; my ſoul is 
bw grieved for thee, O Caolval, firſt 
of maids.-—-But who comes from 
Malmor with diſordered ſteps ?-— 
it is ſhe---it is my love but ah! 
how changed! pale is her cheek, 
and wild her look; confuſion is 
in her face; ſhe has heard that 
her beloved is low. But hark 
ſhe ſpeaks- 

CaoLv. What detains thee, O 
Artho, ere now thou didſt promiſe 
to return. ---- Ill- boding thoughts 
diſtract my ſoul; ſhould Artho 
fail, can I ſurvive! What detains 
A 4 
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thee my beloved? —— But who 
is it I ſee?----It is the ſon of Ar- 
man. --- Vex me not, O Farno, I 
love thee not,---thou art returned 
from battle,---but where 1s Artho? 
Will he return no more ?---Is my 
beloved fallen in the ſtrife of ſteel? 
Les he is fallen, for I ſee his 
faint form aſcending in a cloud 
of miſt. Ah, my beloved, why 
am I left behind! O that I had 
fallen with thee !---But can Caol- 


val live, faireſt youth, and thou 


laid low?---No---I will not, I can- 
not live. --- Where thou art, there 
too ſhall Caolval be, O Artho of 
loves.——Adieu, ye hills and rug- 
ged. rocks of Carnmor. -— Adieu, 
ye moſſy towers of Ardlia, where 
dwelt my lovely Artho.-farewel ye 
woods and ſtreams. --- farewel ye 
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dark-brown deer; no more ſhall 
my piercing darts diſturb your 
reſt.-Artho is gone, can I remain 
| behind! 

Far NO. Ah! ſhe falls, - ſhe faints, 
---ſhe dies away. And art thou 
gone, faireſt of maids In thee a- 
lone did my ſoul delight, though 
thy heart was fixed on Artho. ---- 
Thou art gone, and what charms 
has life to me?--No.---Farewel to 
all the joys of youth; farewel to 
all the delights of life.---Caolval is 
gone, and pleaſure is no more to 
me. -I ruſh back to the field of 
death, and open my breaſt to the 
ſteel of ſome feeble foe:---then Ca- 
olval ſhall I ſee again. 

Axp ax. Bleſſed be ye, children 
of youth; lovely were your ſouls 
---why ſo ſoon departed: Happy 
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the young that die in the days of 
their joy: they feel not the bur- 
den of years, nor ſee the days of 
trouble, when the years ſlowly 
roll along. Slow rolls the tide 
of years to me, O my fathers - 
Why am not I received into your 
halls? Why ſhould I behold the 
moſſy towers of Ardlia, after my 
race has failed? — Come, ye fa- 
thers of Ardar, and carry me to 
your halls, to Artho and Cal- 
mar, the ſons of my love. They 
come, I hear their feeble voice in 
the breeze, bidding Ardar come.--- 
I come, ye ghoſts of the departed, 
where Artho and Calmar I ſhall 
ſee again.—Sad and alone I ſhall 
be no more. 
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D E A 


or 
FRAOCK 
A POEM 


M* grief awakens at thy ſight, 
O lake of Luano! within 
thy wave · ſurrounded iſle, my hero 
ſleeps in his dark and narrow bed; 
---- dark and lonely is thy dwell- 
ing, in thine own green-headed 
iſle, O Fraoch, chief of heroes, 
love of the maids from Cruachan. 
---Thy memory dwells in my ſoul. 
My tears for ever flow. | 

In that green iſle thou ſeeſt a 
tall tree, whoſe branches bend be- 
neath a load of ſhining fruit;— 
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fruit that heals the wounds of 
death, and lengthens the days of 
life. — But, alas! at the root the 
monſtrous ſerpent lurks; and 
what hero dares approach the en- 
venomed foe. 
Dangerous ſickneſs ſeized Me- 
go, daughter of Meoch of the ge- 
nerous ſhells ; her ſoul was full 
of Fraoch, but the youth loved 
her not, for Canagal was his de- 
light ; — therefore rage and re- 
venge in Mego's boſom boiled :--- 
ſhe ſent for the valiant Fraoch. 
The hero came, tall in the beauty 
of youth, mild and calm, as when 
the ſun hides his face behind the 
hills of Lorna.—He enquired of 
the maid what ſhe would. — 
Health, ſhe replied, I'll ne'er en- 
joy, without a handful of that fair 
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fruit in yonder iſle, pulled by no 
hand but thine, O Fraoch. 
VUndauntedly the hero went, 
who never dreaded a foe ; the 
wave-encircled iſle he reached, and 
plucked of the fair fruit for Me- 
go. By the ſleeping monſter un- 
obſerved, homewards he ſafely 
came, and gave the fruit to the 
white-boſomed daughter of Me- 
och. Secretly the maid admired 
the deed, but the rage of her un- 
relenting boſom burned, to ſee her 
deſign thus diſappointed.---Never, 
never, O Fraoch, ſhe ſaid, ſhall I 
be whole, 'till thou bring me a 
branch of that tall tree, torn from 
che trunk.-— Why ſhould Fraoch 
decline danger? Away he ftrode 
in his might, to ſwim once more 
the waves of Luano. The tree he 
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. reached, a branch he ſeized, and 


{truggling tore it from the trunk. 
--- Long does ſucceſs attend the 
brave; — but who can eſcape his 
fated death! Juſt as Fraoch was 
leaving the green-headed iſle, the 
fell monſter being rouzed, pur- 
ſued and ſeized the ill- fated youth, 
and, fight of woes! tore aſunder 


his white and manly limbs. 


The unhappy Canagal, faireſt of 
maids, from the diſtant ſhore, be- 
held her lover's diſmal fate.---Si- 
lent and breathleſs, on the ſhore, 
a cloud of miſt, ſhe fell. —-Their 
ſouls were one, and could the maid 
ſurvive her lover. 

I ſaw the dark ſcene of your de- 
parture, fair children of youth ; 
my ſoul was ſad for my friends, 
and curſed the cruel author of my 
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woe.----Curſed be that Mego, that 
ruined the fair-haired, white-bo- 
ſomed Canagal, that laid the ſnare 
of death for Fraoch. ---- * Friend- 
| ſhip dwelt in thy heart, O Fraoch, 
thy ſoul was a beam of light from 
heaven ;--graceful and lovely was 


* What follows is inimitably beautiful in the ori- 
ginal. | | | 
'S ionmhuin beul nach diult ri daimh, 
'S ga'm bi na mnai a deirbheirt phog : 
's ionmhuin Fraoch a' meaſg an t ſluaigh, 
8 ionmhuin gruaidh fa'n deirge ros : 
Maiſhe 's caiſh' a bhi na fhalt, 
'S duithe na 'm fitheach bar - fhuilt Fhraoich, 
's guirme na n ros eir'idh a leachd, | 
Is gile na blar-fiogh' a dheud ; 
Is leath a cholg na clar a luing', 
'S leatha na gach comhladh a Sgiath, 
S iomad Triath a thig r'a druim. 
'S mine na gach cothar ſruth, 
'S gile na 'n ſneachda corp Fraoich ; 
Snathaiche coi-meao do Fhraoch 
Cha do chin a thasbh ri ſtruth, 
's faidde dhuit a ſhleagh na crann- ſiuil, 
'S binne na teud-chiwl a ghuth. 
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thy mien, lovely thy roſe-red 


cheek ; ſweeter than the harp thy 
voice; blacker than the raven's 
wing thy hair of comelineſs; ----- 
broader than a gate of braſs, thy 
ſhield;—longer than a tall tree thy 


ſpear; around it gathered many 


a hero: ---- ſmoother than the o- 
cean's foam, whiter than the 
new-fallen ſnow, thy ſkin ;-----a 
ſwimmer equal to Fraoch, never 
ſtretched his ſide to ſtream.--—But 
ah! why didſt thou not fall in 
the ſtrife of heroes, pierced by the 
ſteel of ſome mighty chief; now 
would thy renown be great, and 
thy memory for ever laſt. --Plea- 
ſant 18 thy memory to me, O Fra- 
och, my tears for ever flow. 


FINIS. 


